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One Last Trip
Robert Weiss

Tomorrow will mark day one of me being sober. But today, I’m having a going-away
party to intoxication, to me. I’ve got a new needle and saline from the Exchange, some
ground-up vitamin C, one of those fancy travel spoons all polished up, and the best China White
I could find. Gotta go out with style, you know?
I give one last look-over of the room to make sure I’m ready. Got a phone playing music
on the old desk across the room; bed’s all set in the corner with the puke bucket next to it; blinds
are closed and the night lights are on. Yep, I’m ready.
I find an empty spot among the track marks, get it good with an alcohol wipe, and tie up.
One last scar among scars. Saline, vitamin C, and China White in the spoon, all melted and
bubbly. Filter with a bit of cotton and inject. See the cherry liqueur blood come up through the
needle, release the tie-up, plunge down real slow.
Bliss. I feel the warm relaxation slide through my veins. Nothing beats it. I throw
everything except the China White in the bucket; if I come down too early, I can always chase it
or snort it. I lie down in the bed and look up at the stars. Not real ones, those glow-in-the-dark
ones and tons of stickers I found a while back. Somewhere up there, Trace wrote out ‘fuck’ but I
can’t find it. Was it above the fish tank?
I lift my head up, trying to see if it’s there, but my eyes are too heavy and sink down. I
see the tank itself, half filled with murky, green water and sunken trash. “Maybe I can get one of
those goofy little snail crabs. Did I say that out loud or just think it?” Hermit crabs, that’s what
those guys are. Satisfied, I feel my body sink back down as I float above it.
God, I’m going to miss this. Gotta straighten up though, don’t want to end up like Trace.
How many days was it before they were found? Three? Four? “Christ, this is depressing.” I close
my eyes and try not to think. I see Trace, blue skin, flies buzzing everywhere, the smell of shit
and piss.
Nope. I open my eyes, sit up too fast. Stay still for a minute, let my mind catch up with
my body as the room spins around me. Just need some more dope, to stave off whatever this is. I
reach for the baggie, but come up with the puke bucket instead. My guts spill out into it as I
suddenly feel needles in my stomach and my flesh crawling, itching. Thanks, brain. I grab a beer

can, swish it around to wash out the sour bile and spit it into the bucket. As for the can, I try
throwing it in the fish tank and miss, soaking my wall with beer. Oh well.
What was I doing? “Right, the White.” I fish my lighter out of the bucket and wipe it off
on the mattress. I manage to actually grab the baggie this time and find a piece of foil, caked
with black tar from previous uses. Christ, you always forget something.
I dump out the rest of the powder onto the foil and get it nice and neat in a line. I look
around for a straw, only to find it in my hand. Sweet. I heat the foil up and chase the dragon, not
letting any of that bitter smoke escape. My head spins again as I fight back the urge to free the
beast. The urge wins, and I let out this rattling cough, like the smoke knocked something loose.
Don’t even have beer to wash it down this time, great.
I lay back again, feeling like I’m sinking beneath it this time. I watch my head roll to the
side, facing the mirror on the closet door. The reflection’s pupils are the size of periods, skin’s
whiter than the heroin, lips blue as the sky. A fly lands on their nose, and I feel its weight in my
eyes. “That’s me,” the Reflection tells me. “You’re me. This isn’t good.” Agreeing, I get up,
realizing I need to call for help.
I get one step from the bed before the floor rushes up to attack me. I see stars in my
vision, and think I’m face up, before realizing all the weight’s still on my head. I push myself off
the floor, see a pool of blood forming, a fly crushed in the crimson. I wipe my nose and my hand
comes away covered in blood. Wonderful. I manage to crawl three steps towards the desk,
towards the phone, before I puke again. Fire forms in my stomach, rushing up through my throat,
burning me.
I look up at the desk, still lightyears away. But, I see something glittering from the night
lights. My beer, it had rolled closer to my side of the room after I threw it. New plan, beer first to
fix me up, then phone for help. I try to crawl again, dragging myself instead since both legs
refuse to work now, towards ambrosia.
10 seconds, 10 minutes, 10 years. I’ve got no idea how long it took for me to get to it. All
I know is, that mouthful of bitter brew with a hint of sharp iron nose blood is the best thing I ever
tasted. I roll onto my back, wanting to rest a minute to catch my breath. I see stars, so much it’s
like I’m looking at the real night sky. My hand rises into my vision and waves at me, covered in
some of the same stars. “Your vision’s fucked, dude,” I hear the Reflection tell me. I try to look
back at it but my neck won’t twist that way.

With the beer calming down my stomach, I feel tired, more tired than I ever have in my
life. I can feel the nerves of panic firing in my brain, sending messages that go nowhere. Sure,
this is bad, but a nap would help. Quick snooze, call for help, maybe get a bit more booze. My
hand frees itself from my face, and I feel a dull thud echo through my arm as it hits the ground.
The wooden floor around me feels so soft, like cashmere or something.
I look up at the ceiling sky one more time, then close my eyes.

